WAS MADE A SAINT.                        319
" That has he. For when The Wake was freed and armed, and hewing away like a devilish dwarf as he is, he always bade spare Sir Robert, crying that he was his friend, and his saviour; and ere they parted the two villains shook hands lovingly, saying aloud, how Sir Robert should ride post to the king, and give him a good report of Hereward."
The comments which followed this statement had best be omitted, as they consisted wholly of French oaths.
"And how earnest thou alive hither, of all men1?" asked the Abbot at last.
" How ? I was smitten down at once, having no sword arm, as you know. But The Wake, when he saw me down, bade spare me. He would not slay me, lest the king should say he did it for the sake of my lands. I should ride to you here to Peterborough, and carry this message to you all; that whoso wanted his head cut off, should come to him at Bourne."
" He has promised to cut my head off long ago,3' said Ascelin. " Earl, knights, and gentlemen, do you not think it wiser that we should lay our wits together once and for all, and cut off his f
"But who will catch The Wake sleeping1?" said Ivo, laughing.
" That will I. I have my plans, and my intelligencers. "
" You your intelligencers ?"
" Nobles, there is nought suits so much my chival- -rous humour, as the consoling of distressed ladies.    I